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audience, and said:^ 1 have only time to come, take a look at
you, and go away.*"
In his brief speech he touched on the various candidates: "I
shall not attempt to dictate to you. I do entertain the hope, how-
ever, that you will rebuke the one-man power by not voting for
the candidate of the bosses. I am not with Low. He is a Re-
publican and is fighting the machine, which is all very good as
far as it goes. But he is an aristocratic reformer; I am a demo-
cratic reformer. He would help the people; I would help the
people help themselves."
After the meeting in Flushing the party sped to the Central
Opera House in Manhattan. On that frantic last night they
seemed to be racing against time. It was nearly eleven o'clock
when Mr. and Mrs. George and Val George reached the audito-
rium. Most of the audience had left the hall, believing that
George was not coming. But now the crowd surged back.
As Henry George walked to the platform, someone cried out,
"Hail, Henry George, friend of the laboring man!"
*1 am for men!" he corrected.
George was so weak and so weary from his exertions that his
brother almost lifted him up the stairs of the hall His speech
was short. But unlike the other speeches that night it was dis-
connected and rambling. With agony of heart, his wife and
brother noted the difference. Outside again, and in the fresh air,
he seemed to revive. However, it was too kte for the fifth
speech, and the party drove back to the Union Square Hotel.
Six friends who were lingering about headquarters joined
them in the dining room for a light supper. Lawson Purdy, who
was present, drew a diagram of the table and the seating ar-
rangements on a letterhead of the campaign committee. In
addition to the Georges and Purdy, who is the sole survivor of
the campaign committee, there were present: Dr. John H. Gird-
ner, Willis J, Abbot, Charles F. Adams, Arthur McEwen, Dr.
R. S. Law, and Jerome O'Neill. There was friendly talk," he re-
calls, "and the party broke up at one A.M."
Some of his dinner companions remarked that George looked
tired and that he seemed to have an unhealthy pallor, but he did
not act as though ill and appeared to enjoy his after-dinner cigar.
Before going to bed he complained of indigestion. Toward
morning, Mrs. George awoke and became conscious at once that
he had left the room- She called out and he answered that he